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, "Von luno changed," Byron in- -
' sisled. "You lmvo boon nway. only

t six months, but you nro not tho
same. Did you think I could not no-

tice tho differenco oven in your loi-

ters? You lmvo chnnged toward
mo.'

J lis lone was deeply roproachful.
The girl smiled without looking at
him, nnd the mnn frowned.

s "Wlmt is U?" Byron repeated.
"y "Hnvo I chnnged?"

"No, it is I."
x

- Byron's manner changed. "Is it
- thnt you ilon't love mo any moro?"

ho murmured.
Jlosiimond did not whisper ns sho

would have done once. She looked
nt at him now with cool, half-puz- -.

' zled eyes.
"I'm nfrnid thnt is it," sho said.
"But why?" ho groaned. "You

did love inn once."
She looked bark into the fire

ngain, nnd its dancing light lent her
a mystic radiance.

"Whnt have 1 'done?" he demand- -
ed. "Why have you changed r Is it
the influence of this woman who
fancied jou so much?"

r '"' A jenr before ho hnd met Hosa- -
mond, she barely 18, he past 30, nnd
marked her for his own to hnvo nnd

I to hold.
Sho would hare married him in n

month hnd he urged her, but took
advantage of Alicia Barry's timely
olFor to winter in San Francisco.
Ho know Hint she would meet men
nt Alicia Barry', hut he wa so sure
of his own power over her that ho
f li i! hardly worth while to veto the
scheme. For tho llrt few months
her frequent letters wore ns he do- -,

sired, then quite gradually there
came a change. Tho dreams re-

mained, but l hey were no longer
wholly of ',) kiii in the po;o of a
modern (.jnlnhnd: they had become
vague, impor-niii- j, groping.

"It luuii't !rn o long," sho said
' meditatively, "only I see ou no'v,

nnd before I looked without sooing
- ' ' at nil. I nm nfrnid that I don't care

4'
, for you an more in -- that way. You

- - I '" see, I wns so cry .onng when I met
fiffibL ' ' you,?nnd,l Jind never known nny

meirbefore, not1--bee- n loved, nnd I

'. didn't understand, I just felt. And
1 then," sho pained, continuing almost

to herself, "could-- it hnvo been the
dreams?" Then, with impulsive de--

v tormination, "Ah, yon mi st relonse
me."

"No!" Hymn's impatient gesture
of dissent wn3 stopped in mid-ai- r by
tho entrance of Alicia Barry nnd a
man whom sho briefly introduced ns
Philip Heron, architect.

Tho men clapped hands with in-

stinctive dislike. Alicia's own
greeting was not affectionate;

the hnd known ench other
for years, there hnd nlwnys been n
mutual nntngbnism. .

Alicia Bany wns a tall, pale wo-lim- n

with weary eyes, who painted
piiisiiblo pictures hinting of cm-- "

hryo genius, and wrote fantastic
tnie which i rities spoke of ns prom-
ising grcnler things. Byron's fnce
old her the state of nffnirs between

him nnd Ibxnmond nnd sho wns
pleased.

, Alicia nnd Heron settled them
selves calmly nr though (hey were

- rruite unaware vt spoi'ing a tete-n-tol- e,

and llnjnmond returned to her
almost rapt contemplation of (he
firo.

, Alicia made n few commonplace
rcmnrks to Rosamond, ns if recog-

nizing her altitude and fearful of
.breaking the dream in which she ap-

peared to ho engrossed. Heron
watched her, too, and he and Alicin
Oithnngud n glnnco of mingled ex-

pectancy nnd solicitude.
Heron spoko gently.
"You nro drenming ngain

Miss Trnilie."
"' Rosamond, looked up with a smile

tho smile thnt whs her grenlest
clmrm.

-- 'f v "I did have an odd dream last
r '

V night," sho confessed.
involuntarily, her iroubled eyes

, turned to Byron's sullon face. "What
i did you dream?" Alicia asked.

"Oh, the dream," Hosamond
iBUghcd. "I thought that I was
dead and dressed in flowing white
robos. It seemed that I belonged to

v
gomo gtrango religion, and thnt it
van part of our rites to bo buried by
moonlight, And two men wore Ink-hi- lt

me to my grave. I could not
' 3 , them, but 1 know we woro flying

", -, through the ir very eIo to, the
ifirpundt I 'felt n. ono doau in

dr '.m, that it was quite tho usual
th e, find culled for no moro com-mr- -t

than walking down the street
Whin wn innlly renched my grave
I wa- - left alone. As 1 turned upon
my r:de, my hand touched n tiny
something, soft nnd warm, a beauti-
ful dove. I held it to my breast,
Tx'on I looked up nnd across tho
nrow I saw two men passing. I
waved my hand just once, nnd they
saw nnd seemed to know' nt once
what I wanted. Without a word they
turned nnd came toward me, and 1

Iny there wllh the dove, quite con-

tent waiting" she broke off
"'1 At's all."

"An odd dream," snid Heron. "By
the way, knowing your interest in
things Gree'-- , Miss Trnihe, I picked
up tins little print y, thinking
it might interest you."

"Isn't bc'ng interested in Ihingi-Oree-

something new for you?" By-

ron asked.
Heron produced his print.
IIo laid it on the tnble where the

light fell upon it, nnd the four gath-
ered around to look. It appeared tr
represent the flight of Paris and
Ho'en. 'They stood upon tho shore,
waiting to embark in the galley,
tossing on a threatening sen. Both

' IJI " ""rvv"
J
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"Oh, Oh," Rosamond Exclaimed. "!
la the Mytllc Sign of Artcinlsl" ,

were looking bark where, downtb
dim bench, two fnint figure cm

running. Thnt wns nil. They look
ed in sileiioo for n moment, ther
Heron spoKe, pointing to a tiny
hnlf-blotte- d design in one corner of
the picture.

"What's that, do you suppose?"
"Oh, oh," Boamond exclaimed

"It is the mystic sign of Artemis!"
And she put hr hand over it.

"How do you know?" asked By-

ron.
She looked at him.
"Why, I don't know how I know.

I;'just know thnt is what it is."
Then she bogtm to speak slowly.
Alicia Barry watched her breath-

lessly. , x '
"What docs sho say? What does

she say?" she begged of Heron. "Oh.
why don't I remember my Greek!"

A cold sweat broke out on Byron's
forohend, he wns awed, frightened.

".Rosamond!" ho cried sharply
"What is it ? Aro you mad ?"

Alicia Barry's fingers closed on
his arm like steel.

"Hush, you fool !" sho whispered
hoarsely. "Don't you see that she
remombeis!"

Suddenly Rosamond drew herself
to her full height. In her hnnd she

held tho littlo print Heron hnd
brought, her eyes wore fixed on him,
standing with folded arms bofoio
her, half suppliant, hnlf defiant
And now Byron knew that some ter-

rible thing hnd driven him mnd, for
ho stood no more in Alicin Barry's
studio, but in n roofioM temple
whoso columns gleamed in the moon-
light".

Not a dozen paces away stood Gis-mon-

tho vosial sho whose smile
was like a garden of dowev roses

just at dawn, while on tho gimd,
one foot upon the lowest altar stop,
with folded nrms nnd bold, bright
eyos 1'hilonidos the Spnrlan.

For a moment the eyes of the ves-

tal looked long into those of the in-

vader of the sanctunry. At last, "1
rome," said Philonidns, in a voice
like a caress.

"To denth," sho whispird, dully.
"Nay, to heaven, my goddess."
'Ho who invades tip snnctunry of

Artomis must die," tho vestal hnlf
chanted.

"Nay," said I'hilonides again,
"tho pure onn fees mo not, and thou,
Gismonda, wilt not betray me."

"Betray thee, PhilorildeS I Thou
knowsit nnd ytj liaet thou betray- -

"Now, by nil the gpds

"Oh, t know the3 true to me,"
jjio Kcollied him. "But
nro my vows now? I lmvo met thee
in the sticrwl grove, the vestel's lips
profaned with mortal kissos, nnd
now, thoiis comest, 0 bold Philo-nide- s,

into the forbidden precincts
of tho temple itself l"

"Btunot afraid, Ap-'nli- te pro-
tects us a mightier divinity than
thine, Gismonda. Dost thou not
feel her jowcr?"

"Hush," whispered tho veslnl,
clutching nt her breast. "I heard a

rustling some one might have fol-

lowed."
" Tis nothing," snid I'hilonides.

ronsauringlj "Come, stand not so
a!o6 me. Descend yet once more,
my goddess, to the arms of thy mor-
tal lover."

Smiling, tho vestal came, snatched
down to his fierce embrace the in-

stant his outstretched arms could
reach her.

"I fenr I am a wickcdgirl, but
thy words wero sweet, my lord."

Sho grew grave again.
"0, leave ine, I'hilonides, save

thyself nnd lot me oxpintc my sacri-
lege nfl best I can."

" stir not from this spot," ed

tho Spnrtan, firmly, "unless
thou dost come with me. Thou, my
Gismonda, art in moro peril from
tho lust of mnn than I nm from the
nnger of' an insulted goddess 1 Thou
hnut a more powerful lover than the
poor Philonides the wolf's eyes of
Prince Menandor arc upon the ves-

tal of Artemis, nnd ho hath wealth
and power enough to bribe even the
gods to release their priestesses."

'"Tis true," sho breathed. "Yet
before I yield to Mcnnndcr I will
die a voluntary sacrifice to my out-

raged deity."
As she turned to the altnr, Philo-

nides felt her stiffen with terror in
bis arms. Startled, he followed her
gaze until his own beheld where
from behind a statue a slender shad-
ow stretched. Ho put tho girl behind
him, and advanced to tho shadow's
hond. "Come forth, spy," he com-

manded.
With n snnrl Jfennnder stepped

out with sword drawn. "Hnst worn
thy nrms to n lovers' tryst?" ht

sneered.
Not deigning to reply, Philonides

drew sword nnd they fought. From
the combatants enme no sound sae
panting breath nnd clashing steel.

Suddenly n distnnt shout, the
flnre of torches. Menander, with
gnsping breath gavo back an answer.
Desperate, PhilonidcB dealt him a
felling blow, then felt Gismonda
seize him by the hand, and together
they fled through secret doors, down
marble passages, nnd nt last,
hrenthless nnd exhausted, pnused in
a tiny chamber far underground.

Philonides pressed his Jips to her
blood-staine- d gown. "Is this the
end?" he said. "Tis a littlo hole to
die in! If wo could but reach the
sea I"

"The sea!" Gismonda fumbled in
the niche, touched a spring, a stone
moved, and before them a durk and
dismal nislo stretched away into
blackness.

"But whnt avails the sea to us?"
"Tis the road to Paradise!" he

cried. "If this tako us out near
Paris' gnlley. Here is a mighty se-

cret, 0 Gismonda ht Helen
flics with him to Troy, and 've, my
Rose of Dawn, will bear t1 em :om-pnn- y

1"

"Before tho sun rose, n gnlley
stood out across the threatening sen,

bearing the Beauty of the World,
and a Vestal of Artemis, who, ns

they fled from the vengean'" of an
insulted goddess, looked nt( her
lover's eves, whispering, "rU. I'roy!
To Troy'!"

The clock in Alicia BarryV studio
chimed (en musically.

SOCIETY MELON8.

"Mrs. Stuyvesant Fish is credit-

ed with saying that frionds aro like
melons you must try a hundred
before vou And one of the right
ort."

"But it's something of a paradox,
isn't it, to cut n friend in order to
find out whnt he's like?" Oleve-lnn- d

Plnin Dealer.

A PALL FOR UNITED ACTION.

"Some men fall upward," says El-

bert Hubbard.
Oh, climb with me," sings Rich-

ard Le Gnllionno. These children
of genius should get together.

FEMININE WILES.

Stolln 1 nlwnys get to the the-

ater last, so as to bo tnlked about,
Bail- n- And J always get to the

poluk first, so' ns not 'to bo tnlked
about. J udtre.
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NEW AND POWERFUL DRUG I

Adrenalin Is Costly, but Will Be of
the Greatest Value to Doth

Physicians and Surgeons.

Ono of the newest nnd most rv
IHiieivo drugs on curth is thnt known
mi adrenalin, says the London
Standard. Thoso who aiu not ph- - .

sicians will bo first interested in
'

learning thnt adrenalin costs $7,000
a pound.

Adrenalin is the most powerful!
astringent, hemostntio nnd hi.irt
tonic known. Adrenalin puckers up
the walls of the smaller blood vis-- 1

sols so that tho ulood enn flow from
thorn ecn if thier ends nro sev-

ered. Sinco this co.?tly drug closes
nnd contracts tho arteries, oven
when they nro cut by the surgeon's ,

knife, it is valuable in nil forms of '

hemorrhage.
But it has another great nnd

use. Experiments hae
proved thnt it is a powerful bean '

stimulnnt. It will revive a heart
that is being killed by chloroform
Chloroform, though quick in its ac-

tion, is dangerous, but must often be
used, when every moment is val-

uable.
So, if chloroform is necessary, it

is of groat value to know thnt ad-

renalin can bo injected into a vein
nnd prevent such heart fniluro n3 nn
overdoso of chloroform" often causes.
This notion of ndronnlin hns been
proved by mnny experiments.

WATCHES NEED OILING.

When did you oil your watch Inst?

Nevor?
You may remember when you

lubricated your sewing machine,

typewriter, lawn mower or grind-Bton- e

within a year, probably
but your watch you never oiled, that

you can remember.
Yet in n period of 18 months the

lmlanco wheel turns on its iinis
times.

Expert watchmakers say that n

watch should be thoroughly cleaned

nnd oiled every 18 months. Many

porsons wear a watcli for years,

winding it up each night, nnd never

oil it.
Watches are instruments of un-

certain ago; somo run indefinitely;'
keeping accurato time, without need

of repairs. As a matter of fact,

nothing is so neglected as this small,

delicate and useful instrument.

Rockefeller's Might,
. It U said thnt tlio 8hah of 1'orsla

Binaltos a f GOO.OOO pipe. Cnu any ill earn
be Huftlolontly lilclwscmit to match

'
with that?


